THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
I caught Chaplin's eye, and pointed to the organ,
He nodded. In an instant I was sitting in front of it.
There is a charming advertisement, extensively
printed in American papers, which proclaims the
merits of a home piano course. It begins with the
arresting words: - 'They laughed when I sat down
at the piano, but when I began to play. . , .' I have
read it a hundred times, exulting with the young man
who beams from the centre of the page - the young
man who had previously been a social failure. He
was turned, by a few hours of study, into a pianist
whose performance had an almost erotic effect upon
his audience. I could not judge as to the effect which
my own  performance had upon  this  particular
audience. Their faces were-perhaps mercifully -
veiled in darkness. But its effect upon me was
decidedly erotic. To employ a w# humana stop in
homage to Greta Garbo, to pull out the tremolo to
match the flicker of her eyelids, to tread, fatalisti-
cally, upon the pedals as the tragedy deepened, to
have at one's command the roar of brass for passion,
the agony of muted violins for despair - if there are
more satisfactory methods of working off one's
superfluous emotion, I should be glad to learn them.
And now, we will consider the diversion at an end.
I had need, on that evening, of 'working off super-
fluous emotion.' Charlie Chaplin had told me a stoty
of the bitterness of his own childhood. He said:
* "When I was at school, in East London, there
was only one time in the year when we had a treat,
and that was at Christmas. Then we were given an
orange and a packet of sweets.
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